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were protected by the form of his beloved wife.
So well, however, did he and his brother ply their
bows, that the Rakshasa dropped the princess,
seized both his foes, placed them across his broad
shoulders, and turned towards a forest path which
led into a gloomy recess. Then the air was rent
with the piercing cries of Sita, which had such a
stirring effect upon the brothers that with a mighty
effort they broke from the monster's grasp and
attacked him with their fists. There was a fierce
encounter which ended in the death of the grisly
foe, and the heroes having rested for a while went
on their way rejoicing.

IV

At the next hermitage on their way the exiles
were granted a vision which filled them with strength
and contentment; for they saw the chief of the gods
seated in a shining chariot drawn by green horses
and protected from the rays of the sun by a broad
canopy supported by maidens of surpassing beauty.
As soon as the three travellers appeared the splendid
vision vanished, and the hermit who had been so
favoured came from his cell. He was a very old
man, and his eyes seemed to be looking far away
into space. Rama spoke to him, but without a word
in reply he sprang into a fire which had been kindled
before his hut. In a few moments the hermit's worn
and wasted body disappeared, and he stood up in
the form of a young man of glorious beauty and